covered, but one turn of the swing door and all is changed. No
further energy need be expended upon keeping warm; the steam heat,
which obliges one to wear tropical clothes indoors all the year round,
suddenly dries the skin. The inside of the nose feels crusted, so that
one longs to pick it. The heart throbs and bangs as if for release.

New York in winter is at its gayest and most glittering. There are
many visitors, and the season is full of emphasis on social activity;
the theatre session comprises twenty or thirty comedies, dramas and
musicals; the cycles of opera begin in November; concerts and
recitals are given at Carnegie Hall. It is a season of parties, of
debuts and disasters, of new faces, new names, and of new successes
weaving their way into the gaudy kaleidoscope of New York life.
Although New York has more windows than any other city in the
world, it has no window life. In Italy, Portugal and Spain a large
part of the day is spent leaning on the window-sill. A ball in a
London square used to bring the neighbouring footmen, housemaids
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